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MARY MAGDALEN.

VERSES ATTRIDUTED TO FRANCI®E BCOTT KEY,
AUTHOR OF “"STAR-SPANGLED BANNER,"
To the hall of the fenst came the sinful and fair,
For she heard in the city that Jesug was there;
She marked not the splendor that blazed on the
board,
But silently knelt at the feat of her Lord,

The hair from her forehead, so sad and so meek,

Hung dark o'er the blushes that burned on her
cheek;

Add g0 still and g0 lowly she knelt in her shame,

Itecom'd like her spirit had flown from its i’rubme.

The frown and the murmur went round thro'
them all

That one go unhallow'd should teead In that hall,

And some sald the poor would be objects more
meet

Por the wealth of the perfumes ghe shower'd on
His fvet,

She mark'd but her Saviour—she spoke but in
sighe;

She dared not look up to the heaven of His eyes,

And the hot tears gush'd forth at ench heave of
her breast,

Asherling to Hissindalsshe throbbingly pressed.,

On the clouds after tempest as shinest the bow,

Inthe glance of the gunbeam as melteth thesnow,

He looked on that lost ono—her sing were for-
given,

And Mary went forth in the beauty of heaven!
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IN THE CONFESSIONAL.

From the French of Coppee by E. C. Waggener,

One evening of the last winter the Abbe
Faber, the worthy cure of the old church of
Saint Medard, Parls, struggled against the
furious blasts under aspread umbrella and pain-
fully fought his way along the Rue MoufTetard
on his road to the holy sanctuary, Very sure
in his own mind that he was uselessly disturb-
ing himself on this stormy night, he was deeply
regretting the heap of blazing loge he had
quitted in his little lodging In the Rue Lho-
monde, also that Bollandist follo lying open
nupon the table by the side of his horn-rimmed
spectacles,

But it was a Haturday evening, the day of all
days when the old widows and the workwomen
of his parigh, who guained thelr living by clean-
ing in the neighorhood or collecting thelr little
pensions, came to seek absolution from him in
order to commune on the morrow. Ile could
not, therefore, this honest priest, dispense with
the necessity that required him to install him-
self in his onken box and to open, llke a prompt
cashier, the wicket to his fafthful flock. The
confessional, ag every one knows, is a kind of
Paradisaical savings bank for the weekly depos-
iting of venial sins.

The Abbe Faber was all the more uverse to
going out on this speeial S8aturday evening be-
cause it was the weckly pay-day of all the world,
and genernlly, at such times, the Rue MoufTe-
tard was an anti-hill of people, and of people
but i1l disposed to the priestly soutane. It was
rood to be a man of God, “a holy man," as his
parishioners called him, but the Abbe Faber
dld not find it the less displeasing to lower his
eyes before painful sights or to have in his ears
the oaths and foul language caught in passing.

There was, moreover, a certain liquor shop
which the good Abbe particularly detested, u
shop all red and aflame with gas jets, sending
out hot and alecoholic odors through {ts open
door, and with row upon row of casks and bar-
rels ornamented with placards, labeled “Ab-
ginthe," “Bitters," *‘Madeira,” ‘*Vermouth,’
Hau de Vie," while upright before the counter
4 baud of drinkers in ecap and blouse saluted
Liimas he filed nlong the payments with a ‘“‘Here!
Here ! Your Holiness I'* distinetly offensive.

Thig evening, however, the bad weather had
made the streets deserted, and the Abbe arrived
at the threshold of the church without disturb-
ance, dipped his fingers In the walting benitier,
made the sign of the cross;, and with a brief rev-
erence to the main altar turned his face in the
direction of the confessional.

No, it was not for nothing that he had come
out in the wind and raln—a penitent was there
hefore him,

A male penitent | A most rare and Infrequent
visitor to the confessional of Salnt Medard ! But
this time it was no [llusion of the senses with the
worthy Abbe, he saw him plainly under the red
light of the lamp swinging from the nave of the
chapel, and still more clearly the short white
Mouse and the nafl-studded sandals of this
kneeling man.

Some workman, doubtless, who had kept his
simple peasant's faith and the proper habits of
a practical religlon, Nevertheless, and of this
the Abbe Faber was very sure, the confession he
was going to hear would be like all the others,
is commonplace as that of the cook of the Rue
de lu Mouge, who accused herself of padding
the bottom of her baskets, hut did not dream of
restitution,

The priest even smiled a little as he recalled
the usual formula of the young faubourglenne
who came to demand a billet of confession pre-
paratory to marriage on the morrow;

“] have not killed, I have not stolen; as for
the rest, my Father, question me !"

Naturally the Albe Father passed into his box
with peaceful tranquillity, and with no other
emotion drew aside the little eurtain of green
gerge that screened the wicket.

UM, le Cure,” began a deep volee that sought
in valu to soften the harshneas of its tone, **M.,
le Cure—""

Ul am no longera cure, my friend,” mur.
mured the Abbe In return, “begin with your
confiteor and call me ‘my Father.'"

The kneeling fligure, whose face, bathed in
shindow, the Abbe was unable to see, obeyed in-
gtruetions, stumbled through the prayer which
he seemed to find difficulty in recalling, und
then, after a moment’s sllonce and as if strug-
gling with some stravge emotion, commenced
his confesslon.

HPardon me, M. le Cuare,” sald he, “my Father,
1 should say, if I do not speak as I should, but
it is twenty years sincelast I kuelt inthe confes-
siopnal, You kpow how it is with a man ln Parls
and who is not bad like the others. 1 told my-
self that God kuows all; I need not go, But to-
day, to-night, M, le Cure, I have that upon my
couscience too heavy to bear alone. 1 have
come, then, to you—you must share it with me,
this burden, for—1 have killed g man 1"

Killed s man! The Abbe started upon his
stool, A murderer, this man before him ! Then
thare would be no more distractions of mind for
Lim duriug the coming self-unburdenlng ! No
more lUstening with distralt ear to the foollsh
babbling of old womeu, too zealous in self-acceu-

sations, and whom he could absolve with speed
and confidence! The brow so near his own had
coneelved and exeéented a erime! Those hands
joined upon the confessional were red with
blood !—were perhaps atiil sofled with it as it
hiad riin from the veins of his vietim |

And in the horror that assailed the Abbe Faber
as the penitent spoke there was possibly a lttle
terror, for lie could find no words in which to
reapond but the conventional—

“Confess, confess, my =on| the mercy of God
is Infinlte, **

“Well, listen to my story,' sald the man, his
volce vibrating, and harsher thon ever in Its
hopeless sorrow:

“By trade [ um n mason, a layer of brick and
slone, and came to Paris at twenty years of age
with a frlend and companion of my chlldhood
and from my own village. We llved together
and learned to read together at the public
schools, He was called Phillppe and was more
than a brother to me, and I am called Jacquea.
e was also tall, handsome, a good worker, and
carried his heart In hishand. 1, onthe contrary,
wns heavy, dall, not even a8 good a mason as
Philippe, yet so proud of having such a friend,
80 glad to walk beside him in the boulevards and
to have him clap me on the back and eall me his
‘great stupld.) In short, I loved him, and
though he left me three-quarters of the time to
go and amuse himself with his comrades in the
cafés [ still loved him.

“It was natural at his age; he was happy and
liked pleasure; he was free, with no cares to
worry him, and 1 was not free—I was forced to
be saving, for I had an old and infirm mother in
my village home who needed all I could glve
her. It was for this I first began to take my
mealswith A woman who lived In the same honse
with me and made her living by furnishing the
pot-au-fen for all the masons,

“Philippe did not do this, but ate elsewhere,
and 1 remained, perhaps for another reason—I
loved the daughter of the household, loved her
madly. Poor Catherine! and you wlll see pres-
ently, M. le Cure, to what all this is coming. I
lived there for three years without telling her of
my love for her. I was too poor, too Indifferent
a worker, and secarcely earned suflicfent to care
for myself and my mother. When she left me
for heaven, for she was a good and plous woman,
I did better—I saved a little money—enongh, it
seemed to me, to start a household. I spoke to
Catherine, and at first she sald nelther yes nor no.

“‘Parbleu! [ was notattractive—I see It now,
and It was not until her mother, who liked me
well, talked on my side that our marriage was
finally agreed upon. Ah, M. le Cure, I spent
then some happy weeks, though I feared that
Catherine had only accepted me and did not love
me. But she was a good girl, with a good heart,
and I mesnt to wait—I loved her so much she
would surely love me.

“Of course I had told Phillppe, whom I saw
every day upon the seaffolding—we were then
employed by the same patron—told bim, I say,
everything, The result, M. le Cure, you have
doubtless divined. Philippe was a handsome
man, gay, free-handed, everything, in short, that
I was not, and soon, without either of them in-
tending it, Catherine was mad about bim, She
was a good girl, as I've told you, and she told
me of it as soon as she Knew t herself. All the
same, I shall never forget that moment,

AL, well, I Joved them, loved them both, M.
le Cure, and believed it would be for their hap-
piuess,  Philippe had always made a good sal-
ary, but had saved nothing. I gave him my sav-
Ings; he purchased furniture, and they were
marrled. Everything at first went well, and
there was one child, a boy, named Camille, and
I was the godfather; it was after the birth of the
child that things began to go wrong. [ had been
mistaken—Philippe was not meant for marringe;
he loved pleasure and gay company too much,
You, who spend your life among the poor, M. le
Cure, know by heart this sad history; in the be-
ginning the worker who little by little glidesinto
{dleness, drunkenness, and absences of two or
three days; then who reports only at the end of a
week, makes a scene, and ends by beating his
wife. Inless than two years Philippe had be-
come one of these unfortunates,

“In the beginning I sought to stop him—to
correct him; my remonstrances only made him
furlous, separated us, and stripped the house-
hold for the furnishing of the Monte de Piete
all the faster. One night he had the shameless-
nees to make me a shameless proposal—of his
own wife, too, that poor, pale Catherine, as
honest as the Holy Virgin., There was o scene
between us, accusations and insults, heaped
upon us hboth by this drunken fool. I struck
him, and—renounced even seeing Catherlne and
my godson. Philippe I only saw when we
chanced to meet (which, as he worked Dbut
little, was infrequently) on the same building,

SHtil L loved them all too well to lose them
from slght; vet I could only prowl the quarter
on Saturday nights when Philippe had gone to
drink up the wages be bad just recelved, and if
thero was too much misery In the household,
which I learned by lstening to the gossips, do-
Ing what 1 could to relieveit. Phillppe, the
shameless, discovered this, and, finding that I
would still come to the aid of his wife and child,
found it very ngreeable.

“To abrldge—years passed thus, Phillppe ever
sinking deeper and deeper Into vice, but, Cath-
erine, with my help, had been able to bring up
her son as brave, honest, and troe as herself,
though not ag 4 muson, a worker, like me. No,
he was a scholar, a designer, a pupil of the night
schools, who was able to earn a good salary In
an architect's office, He was good to his mother
us well, and to see her on the arm of this kind
son-paid me for everything,

HBut yesterday evening, in comlog from the
cook shop, I encountered Camille alone, and as
he gave me his hand-—he s not too proud, M,
le Cure, to do even that—I saw by something in
his face that all was not rlght with him. 1
questioped bim,

‘O have deawn,' e responded, ‘a bad num-
ber—one of those that will send me to the col-
onles a8 a marine for flve vears at least, and I
leayve my mother without resources, amd with
my father, who has never drank as be drinks
now, or been so wicked. Poor people are cer-
tainly agoursed !

HALL ! M. le Cure, the horrible night I Lave
passed ! The twenty yeurs' efforts of this poor
mother destroyed in o single lnstant by the tarn
of o chance ! the slmple rammaging of a hand
tn o sack ! the withdrawiong of a lettered scrap |

“It was barely daylight when I arose this
morning and returned to the bullding which 1
ain helping to construct on the boulevard Arego.
Work 18 the only rellef for suffering, and 1
climbed to my place—the walls are already to

the fourth &tory—and began to luy the bricks, |

Suddenly a hand touched my shoulder; I turned;
it was Philippe, working te-day through a ca-
ptice, and the patron, under contract for a cer-
taln time, had aceepted him—the first comer,

“I had not seen Philippe until this morning
for a long, long while, and I had diffieulty to
recognize him. Burned and withered away by
e de pie, with gray halr and shaking hands,
he was an old man, a hideous aud bloated ruin.

iAnd 8o, T sald to him, for my heart was
full, ‘the lad has drawo a bad number !

‘YA bad nnmber, you say ?' he repeated In o
rough volee and with a wicked look, ‘and why
a bad number, pray ! Are you, too, as stupid
a8 the rest—as mother andson ¥ Camille should
serve his country as the others serve her, though

I know very well what it is that both of them |

wish; If I waa dead, you see,’ and he leered uat
me with a hideous grin on his bloated lips, ‘it I
wae dead, he wouldn't go. But—and so much
the worse for them—I'm solid as a post still,
and Camille is not the son of a widow !

“The son of n widow !

$Ah-h, M. le Cure, why did he say thoes
words before me—in that spot of all others ¥
whom he bad outraged in every way, whom he
had made to suffer go much, and who still suf-
fered so much under the suffering he Inflicted
upon others ¥ Like a flash o bad thought came
into my mind—a thought that stayed with me
all day long as side by side I worked with this
man |
would inflict upon her when she had no longer
a gon to protect her against a miserable drunk-
ard, always ugly, always evil under the lash of
liquor, and capable of belng more !

“Four o'clock struck and I was still thinking
of this; then 5§ o'clock, then 5:80. The men had
all descended; Philippe and I were the last to
start, and In the very act of disappearing In his
turn he stopped an instant to look above him
and to say—God knows what possessed him—to
aay with a sneer that was slmply deviligh:

“4] have always o sallor’s foot, you see; Ca-
mille {gn't near to being the son of a widow 1’

“M. le Cure, forn moment I was mad with
anger and revolt at the fate which this man had
drawn upon us all. I had only to stretch out o
hand to end everything—only toselze the ladder
to which Philippe clung and to send it whirling
into space; I had only to do this, I say, and M.
le Cure—I did it !

‘e was stone dead when they picked him
up. There was no one to say It was not an accl-
dent, and Camfille, well, Camille {8 the son of a
widow now, and he will not go! It is I who
will go, who wlill emlgrate to America, for I
dare not stay !

“] have told the truth to you and to the good
God, and I repent, but should I stay and see
Catherine in her bluck robe, and so happy and
proud on the arm of her son, her own, at last, 1
know that I should repent no longer—that I
should cease to regret my bad action,

**As for u penance, M, le Cure, take you this,
a polden trinket I bought for Catherine when
she should be my wife, and which I have always
treasured. Sell It now, and divide the money
among the poor !

# = L i - ]

Did Jaeques rise up absolved of his sin by the
Abbe Faber ¥ Who knows ? DBut that which is
certaln is this—the priest did not sell the golden
trinket given him by the hand of a murderer
under the seal and shadow of the confessional.
He turved the price of it, or as near it as he
could guess, into the coffer of the church, but
hesuspended it like au ex vofo upon the altar
of the Chapel of the Virgin, before which he
dully prays for the soul of the poor mason,

—_— e .

Who Is the prosperous man? The man
who advertises in The Sunday Herald.

Advertise In The Bunday Herald and get
business.

BIG BSTORMS IN HISTORY,

Some That Throw the Loulsville Disaster
Into the Shade,
From the New York Sun.

In 44 a storm In London destroyed 1,500
houses, In 1001 a storm in the same zity de-
stroyed 500 houses. In 1606 a storm on the
coast of England destroyed 200 coasters with
most of their erews, One of the greatest storms
ever known was that of November 26 and 27,
1703, which eaused in London alone o loss of
over £2,000,000, It s estimated that over 000
people were lost in the floods of the Thames
and Severn, and off the coast of Holland. Dur-
ing the same storm twelve Epglish men-of-war
with 1,800 men on board were lost in slght of
their own ghore.  The famous Eddystone Light-
house was destroyed, and with it its Ingenfous
contriver, Windstanley. Seven thowsand Swedes
perlshed in n spow storm In 1710, A storm in
India on October 11, 1787, s sald to have killed
30,000 people. At Havana o storm on October
26, 1708, destroyed over 4,000 houses and 1,000
people. On April 23, 1782, 7,000 people were
destroyed by a hurricane ut Seerat, in the Egst
Indies, A terrible hurrlcane swept the west
const of Epngland and Ireland during January
Gand T of 1839, Over 120 people were killed
in and near Liverpool. In Ireland 400 houses
were blown down, and there was a great loss
by fire. A hiE storm drove 143 wrecks on the
British coast May 26, 1861, On June 26, 1875,
250 persons were killed st Budah-Pest, Hungary.
In September of the same year a storm on the
coast of Texus rsw.-lllt many villages away and
caused an lmmense loss of life, On December
25, 1874, the Tay bridge in Scotland was blown
down, and over 100 persons were killed, De-
structive tornadoes fn the western part of this
country caused great loss of life aud property
in April, 1880, The grest Johustown dispster
of last May in Pennsylvauia I8 still fresh in the
memories of all.  Milllons of dollars’ worth of
property were destroyed, and nearly 4,000 people
were killed,
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Eleciric Belt Free,

To introduce it and obtain agents the under-
glgned firm will give awiy 4 few of their 85.00
German Blectrie Belta invented by Prof., Van der
Weyde: Pres. of the New York Electrical Society,
(17, 8, Pat, 257 ,047,) & positive cure for Nervous
Iluhillli,'. Rheumatism, Loss of Power, ete, Ad-
dress Electric Agency, P. 0. Box 178, Brooklyn,
N, Y.i.Write to them to-day.
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Charles P, Calvert,
Topographical Bogineer and Surveyor. Espe-
cigl attention given to subdividing country
property, 1420 I atreet northwest, auls.dyd
L A R -

—We are making n specinlty of trousers this
spring, und bave now m stock the largest and
wost complete Hne ever ehown in this eity,

BNYDRER & WOOD,
Merchant Tailors,
423 Eleventh street northwest,

DR. H M. SOHOOLEY,
DENTIST,
ROOMS 63-64 PACIFIC BUILDING,
Telephone 835 822-094 ¥F BTREET.
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Weekly National Intelligencer.

THE LEADING SUNDAY AND SOCIETY PAPER

AT THE NATIONAL CAPITAL.
And One of the Oldest and Best Known Papers in #he Country,

16 PAGES.

BEAUTIFUL ILLUSTRATIONS.

it Contains All the News of the Week,

I |

| The Most Complete and Authentic Reports of Social
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That poor Catherine—what torture he |
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Full
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of the National Capital.
eports of What is Done in Congress.,
First-Class Stories.

Choice Miscellanies,

Interesting Topics of Ceneral Interest.

Happenings in

Washington.

ITS ARMY AND NAVY NEWS IS OF ESPECIAL INTEREST AND [MPORTANCE.

IT IS AN AUTHORITY ON ALL SPORTINC MATTERS.

In fact, people who want to know what is going on at the National Capital, either in
a politieal, social or official way, should by all means subscribe for the Suxpay Heraup,

The Sunday Herald will be Delivered at Your Residence
Every Sunday Morning.

Subscription Price, $$2.50 per year.

Address—

SOULE & HENSEY, Publishers,

409 Tenth Street, N. W..

WASHINGTON, D. C.

OFFER NO. 1.

A COMPLETE SET OF DICKENS'S WORKS,
15 volumes, neatly bound ln‘?aper covers, and
the Sunday Herald and Weekly National Intel-
ligencer, one year, delivered at your address,

for 835.
OFFER NO. 2.

THE PEERLESS WAVERLY NOVELS, com-
slete, neatly bound in paper covers, and the
Sunday Herald and Weekly National Inte!li-
gencer, one year, for &3,

OFFER NO. 3.

EIGHT COMPLETE NOVELS, neatly bound in
]lmper covers, rexular pricelic. each, given away.
'he subseription price of the Sunday Herald for
one yeuar is
sum will be entitled to the paper for one year
and a cholce of eight of the following-named
novels, which will be sent free of any expense
whatever:
Dr. Rameau. Ohnet.
Lady Audley's Secret.
Camille. Dumas.
Character Bketches, Dickens.
The Texan's Revenge. Verne.
Dr. Jekyll & Mr, H{do. Stephenson.
The Death of Ivan Iluteh., Tolstol.
A Terrible Temptation. Reade,
Tom Brown at Rugby. Hughes,
TheSketch Book, Irving,
The Last of the Mohicans. Cooper.
Anne Grey.
Widow Dedott Papers. Whitcher.
Knmeckerbocker's New York, Irving.
My Husbund and I. Tolstoi.
Dora Thorne. Bertha M, Clay.
Jack of All Trades, Reade.
Grandfather's Chair. Hawthorne.
The Clolster and the Hearth, Reade.
Spoopendyke. Huntley.
David Copperfleld. Dickens.
Not Like Other Girls. Carey.
Ivanhoe. tt.
Kenilworth. Scott, _
Rambles from Ruesia to Spain; or, Out-door Life
in Europe. Thwing.
Pickwick Papers. Dickeus,
Esther. Carey.
Charlotte Temple. Rowson.
The Flying Dutchman, Russell.
Nicholas Nickleby, Dickens.
Guilderoy. Ouida.
Cleopatra. Haggard,
The Pride of the Paddock,
Oliver Twist. Dickens.
Aunt Diana. Carey.
0l1d Curiosity 8hop. Dickens.
The Passenger from Scotland Yard,
Dombey & Son. Dickens,
Guy Mannering. Scott,
Twice Told Tales, Hawthorne.
The Antiquary. Bcott.
Bootle's Children, Winter,
Rob itog. Scott.
The Bride of Lammermoor, Scott,
Mona's Choice. Alexander.
The Heart of Midlothian., Scott,
The Travelsand Surprising Adventures of Baron
Munchausen,
G reat Expectations.
The Honorable Mrs.
Woodstoek. Scott,
Waverly, Scott,
The Monastery, Scolt,
Chris. Norris.
The Abbot., Beott,
Betsy Jane. Ward,
The Pirate. Scott.
Old Mortality. Scott.
Paul and Virginia, St Plerre,
Red Gauntlet, Scott,
The Tale of Three Lions.
The Devil's Die.  Allen,
Derrick Vaughan, Novelist.
The Pleeadilly Puzzle, Hume,
A Crooked Path. Alexander,

OFFER NO, 4,

WORCESTER'S ROYAL QUARTO DICTION-
ARY, new edition, with su%plemeul, contalning
12,000 new words and a vocabulary of synonyms;
half Hussia, muarbled edges, with g patent index,
Price, $12. Given with the Sunday Herald and
Weeklv National Intelligencer, one year, for $10
—less than the price of the Dictionary alone.

OFFER NO. 5,

FOLK BALLADS, a set of four supurb
books—"The Blue Bells of Scotland,” “Shandon
Bellg," *0ld Uncle Ned," and “Sally in Our
Alley"—with the original music, 7§ by 8 mnhetlli
tied with ribbon, Nothing has been publishe
more desirable, more attrictive, or more artistic
than these books, They are |i»riumd on fine puper,
illustrated in the hlu-lmstll.g eof modern art, and
are furnlsbed by one of the lending New York
houses. One book with the Sunday Herald for
aone vear, 8275 two, 83.00; all four, #8460, The
retall price of these books is 80 for the set. Thoy
must be seen to be appreciated.

OFFER NO, 6,

DANTE'S INFERNO, with 76 full-page illus-
teations by Gustave Doree; 600 pages; bound in
fine English cloth, emblematic deaign, full gilt,
gold edges. Price, 85, Given with the Sunday
Herald for one year for § only.

OFFERNO, 7.

LOSSING'S EMINENT AMERICANS, compris-
ing brief blographics of leading statesmen, pi-
triots, orators, and other noted men aud women
who have made Awerloan history ; over 500 pages;
illustrated; fine cloth binding, Given with the
Hunday Herald for one year for $2.56 only.

OFFERNO, 8§,

CRADBH'S NEW HANDY CYCLOPEDIA, a
convise and comprehensive dietionary of the
selences, literature, and art; bound in cloth; pro-
fusely illustrated; nearly 500 psi‘ei of valuable
information; & book that should be in every
Hbrary, Glven with the Bunday Herald for oue
year for 82,75,

Braddon.

Smart,

Wood.

Dickens,

ercker. The Dueliess,

Haggard,
Lyall.

Mt

! Sunday Herald for one ﬁeur for 84,50,

2.50. Any subscriber remitting this

OFFER NO. 9.

THE HANDY SHAKESPEARE, one of the
most convenlent and most complete editions ever
published; 12 volumes, in fine cloth binding, and
inclosed in a handsome box. Given with the

The books
alone are worth twice that sum,

OFFER NO. 10,

MACAULAY'S HISTORY OF ENGLAND, in
6 volumes, complete cloth binding, in a hox, in-
cluding the Sunday Herald for one year, for 835,

OFIER NO. 11.

ALTEMUS EDITION OF MILTON'S PARA-
DISE LOST, illustrated by Gustave Dord; beau-
tiful bindivg, gilt edged, and in every way de-
girable. Given with the Sunday Herald and
Weekly National Intelligencer, one year, [or

82,25 only. ) .
OFFER NO. 12.
A MAGRIFICENT SET OF SHAKESPEARE,

fin 4 volumes, complete, half Morocco, large

swrint, illustrated, with the Bunday Herald and
Veekly National Intelligencer, one year, $4,50,
in a neat box—less than the cost of the set of

hoolis. ) )
OFFER NO, 13.

TID-BITS OF AMERICAN, ENGLISH, IRISH
AND SCOTTISH HUMOR, 4 volumes, in a neat
box: bound in ¢loth, Complete set and the Sun-
day Hernld, delivered at your address tor one
year, 88,00 Something entirely new and sulted
to the most refined taste,

OFFPER NO, 14,
LIVINGSTONE'S AND STANLEY'S TRAV-
ELS IN AFRICA, including also the adventures
of Mungo, Parke, Clupperton, DuChaillu, Baker,
aud other famous explorers in the land of the

¢ palm and the gorilla: large print, fine lustra-

tions, bandsome binding, 500 pages—n €3 book.
Given with the Sunday Herald and Weekly Na-
tional Intelligencer, one year, for £3 only.

OFFER NO, 15.

A NEW, REVISED, AND IMPROVED DIC-
TIONARY of =mearly 900 psges, handsomely

| bound in cloth; 195,000 references and 1,000 illus-

, trations. Given with the Sundasy Hernld and

| ggc;kly National Intelligencer, one year, for
s dtde

! four d

~Intelligencer, one year,

OFFER NO. 16,
ONE ART FOLIO, containing four benutiful
ew.l:lmfn on Japanese paper. Your choice of
Merent folios, entitled “By the Sea," "By
the Btream,' “‘Harvest Scenes,” and *“ldeals,"
with the Bunday Iierulgllum \‘u’wkly Nationnl

OFrreEnR No, 17.
ONE PHOTOGRAVURE ART FOLIO, cle-
untly bound and inclosed in u neat bix—four

jeautiful pietures. Price, 83. Glven with the
Sunday Herald and Weekly National Intelli-

| gcncer. one year, for only 83—a beautiful gift

or a holiday offering.

OFFER NO, 18.

ONEZSSUPERB PHOTOGRAVURE, 24x30, on
Jugnuu&e aper. Yourchoice of eleven different
subjects, Including n copy of Millet's famous
“Angelug,” and the Sunday Herald and Weekly
Nationul Intelligencer, delivered at your ad-
dress, for 23, These pletures are of the finest
deseription, and cannot be purchased for less
than $34, for which sum you get the picture and
our paper ineluded,

OFFER NO, 19.

FOUR BEATUTIFUL PHOTOGRAVUHRES,
13x16, on Japan paper, entitled * Homeward
Bound,”" from the original painting by P, H,
Badee; * Woodland Path,” {rom the original
minting by 1. Sidney Cooper; **I'he Open Book,"
rom the original painting by H. Bacon, and
“The Shrine ol Venus," from the origing! paint-
ing by L'Alma Tadema, I, K, Given with the
Sunduy Herald and Weekly National ITatelli-
encer, one year, delivered at your address,

or 83, )
OFFER NO, 20,
EMERSON'S BESSAYS, two volumes, over 50U
pages, clear print, tine paper, tasteful bindiog in
cloth, in a peat box, Both volumes given with
the Sunday Herald and Weekly Nationusl Intel-
ligencer, one year, for §2.76.

OFFER NO. 21.
SPHCIAL FORTHE CHILDITEN,

THESLEEPING BEAUTY and CINDERELLA
the famous old-time fairy tales, illustrated by G,
W. Brenneman, of the Halmagundi Club, with
six full-page water colors, reproduced in fac-
gimile by the Photo-Aquarelle process, und twen-
ty-two black and whitesketohes in wash, Qrintcd
from photographic clichés prodused by Messrs
Angerer & Uosohl, of Vienng, Quurto, boards,
withh beautiful covers In !-urph- i fac-simile of
the original Aquarelle. This, the tiest worthy
edition of the sweetest of all fairy tales, 18 the
most elaborate color-hook for ehildven ever pub-
lished., The designs wre most artistle, Lithog-
raphy bas hitherto becn the usuunl wethod used
in reproduciog colored pictures tor children, but
the publishers feel confident that this new de-
parture will meet not only with the favor of
children, but of older people as well. The price
of these books is 8L50 pach, We will give either
ong, with the Sunday Herald and Nuational In-
teliigencer, one year, for £2.75, or both for 83.60,

OFFER NO, 22.

OFFTHE WEATHER BOW ON LIFE'S VOY -
AGE, by Elizabeth N, Little, one of the mosd
unigue holiday books ever publighied, 4 to 16 bi')‘:
inches, printed in blug monoechrome. Text by
Harriet Becoher Stowe, Henry Wadsworth, Long
fellow, and others. Superbly lHustrated. Price
£2.50. Given with the Sunday Herald and Na

o,

tlonal Tutelligencer, one year, fop 831




